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Another moment and she felt that she
would shriek aloud.

" Open yer bonnie eyne/* said Elspeth.

Lady Rusco lowered her hands and looked
up.

The fire had sulked and sunk; the cottage
was almost in darkness.

Outside the wind wailed dismally, and
Mariota shivered as the witch put into her
trembling hand an object which appeared like
a small pea enclosed in a cotton bag.

" Cherish it morn and nicht/* crooned
Elspeth ; " hide it frae mortal eyne ; and pray
ye nae mair to God. Say to yersel' * the Deil
keep me/ and ye'll no hae ony bairn. Beauty
fades and luv's a snare; but ye can tak' yer
fill 0> luv------"

The old woman's voice broke; her hate of
all the blood of Rusco almost choked her.

She opened the door. " Gude-e'en to ye/*
she said.

" Gude-e'en," faltered Mariota; and, hold-
ing her plaid secure, she turned and ran like
a hare chased by the hunters.

Then old Elspeth fell into a wheezy
paroxysm of malicious laughter.